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‘Student Insurgent, Volume 24, Issue 4 


My love, 


Thope this note finds you healthy and happy. For 
me, it’s uncertain whether I will be okay. All I want to 
give to you is love, but even that is dangerous now. 

Amongst the deep roots and tall trees in Oregon, 
people are being criminalized for their love of the land. 
Young and old alike are being threatened with cages and 
fines if they act on their love. They can love with their 
ideas, the State of Oregon tells them, but they cannot act 
on love with their bodies. Across the world, bodies are 
chained and caged for the ideas they hold, for the people 
they love, for the borders they must cross. 

Assata Shakur has told us “r/evolution means 
respecting and learning from your children. r/evolution is 
beautiful....r/evolution is love.” Do we need to hide our 
love away? Or must we, like Assata, be forced into exile 
under the label of “Most Wanted Terrorist”? This thing we 
hold together, this feeling we share--love-- is most danger- 
ous to those who fear. 

They fear that we love too 
much, or not in the right way. 
They say that our love must not 
cross their strange lines-- their 
laws, borders, genders, genera- 
tions, What do they fear most? 
The love that is held in our hearts 
and minds? Or the love that we 
express with our bodies and voices? 
Will they feel our love? Will they see 
it? Can they ever know it? 


Co-Editors: 
Claire Winograd 
Thomas Walker 


Niasha Burton 
Jessica Frink 


You are not alone. We are not alone. We 
grasp towards one another, our hands feeling 
the lightness of air, seeking the weight of love 
and truth. Let us find one another. 


No matter which laws must be broken. 
No matter which walls must fall. 


With Love, 
and in Struggle, 
The Student Insurgent 
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Consider a moventent, jystsone, that 
empowers all othermbvements. It 
exists! Call it the “Add the Box” 
Movement. Give power to the pople; 
add a “None of the Above” option 
box in local, state; and national elec- 
tions and ballots. Everything will be 
re-drawn from this nexus of freedom. 
Let us check into a real Democracy... 

Now that I’ve asked you to 
add the box, I ask you to “Remove 
the Box” from employment and 
rental applications wherein one’s 
criminal history is required. Give a 
felon a chance! This type of tyranny 
sub-classes and prejudices a felon, 
who has already payed their debt 
to society. Risk of recidivism only 
increases with unemployment and 
underemployment. This is the tyr- 
anny our Constitution was to protect 
us against. But does not because we 
have no voice; eg., “Add the Box” 
is the solution to no voice. It’s our 
society; Don't let Corporations run or 
ruin it. Take the felon out of the box. 

Thank you truely, 

Richard Molnan 12710698 

TRCI 

82911 Beach Access Road 

Umatilla, OR 97882 


... The Student Insurgent has real 
issues dealing wih First Nation 
problems that we see no other place 
becaue no one dares to talk about real 
issues as they are part of the corpora- 
tions... 

Sincrerly, 

#15503798 


Are you guys going to show some 
love to the Oregon Commentator? 
--Anonymous (from our blog) 
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- Letters to the Editorés) . : 


«Quite an interesting publication 
you have here, and in reading the 
letters you've received, I was not 
surprised to learn that if there is 
one universal trait among prisons in 
the U.S., it is their desire to censor 
anything that would remotely be 
considered "thought-provoking. 


One never understands the impor- 
tance of the first amendment until 
someone infringes upon your right 
to exercise it. To give you a per- 
spective of some of the problems 
we have faced over the years, I had 
had to sue over the right to have 
someone mail me a book (won, after 
a five-year struggle), to receive a 
tape catalogue (won, after another 
lengthy battle), and most recently, 
after finally being able to find a blog 
site to publish articles I've written 
concerning the shortcomings of the 
Illinois Department of Corrections 
(http: betweenthebars.org/glos/1472) 
this facility has confiscated the 
responses which were just for- 
warded regarding what I had writ- 
ten. Clearly, the I.D.0.C. does not 
appreciate their dirty laundry being 
aired in public. Needless to say, if 
this decision is not overturned, we'll 
be marching back into federal court 
again. Anyone who seeks under- 
stand what it's like to be incarcerat- 
ed since LBJ was president is more 
than encouraged to check out what 
I've composed, and of course, I'd 
greatly appreciate hearing from any 
intellectually-inclined individuals. 


In solidarity, 
George Peter, Jr. 
Reg. No. C-01434 
Hill Corr. Center 
P.O. Box 1700 
Galesburg, IL 61401 
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.. Evet - - The Grapes of 
Wrath? Steinbeck. Chapter 14-- 
specifically -- “Here is the node, you 
who hate change and fear revolution. 
Keep these two squatting men apart; 
make them hate, fear, suspeet each 
other.” The police/government is 
the ‘machine’ in this case. It needs 
a purpose to exist & survive, right 
or wrong, and at someone else’s 
espense. Look up Ruiz v. U.S. This 
case has went back and forth from 
the 9th Cire. to the U.S. Supreme 
Court Grand Wizards a few times. 
In the end, ‘just-us’ blatantly con- 
firms that the machine must have 
a 90% plus convicion by means of 
plea agreements, and by any means 
neessary-- seriously..... Trusth is, one 
has to know their rights, if thats at 
all possible anymore, and have some 
sort of weight behind them or “just 
us” will surely see the individual 
food to the machine. 

Patrick Madsen #101450 

Ely State Prison 

P.O. Box 1989 

Ely, Nevada 89301 


... Many inmates have told me that 
lam stupid for fighting the system; 
that I am stupid for not taking the 
deal. Nobody says that the judge is 
stupid or that this system is stupid. 
Nobody asks questions. Like why 
does the government tell its citizens 
that they have the right to a trial by 
jury but if they choose to exercise 
that right they will receive a harsher 
punishment? Why do we even need 
government...? 

Sincerely Yours, 

Mike 
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‘Mary Magdalene and Virgen de Guadalupe; Alex Donis. 1997. 


These ae not safe times to love 


by Walidah Imarisha 
Tender kisses are suspect art by Nisha Barton, 
and warm embraces 
can be searched 
‘or contraband. 
ye live under watchful guard towers. 
eart seeking missiles 
are aimed at the ready. v 
Childytnyrun with arms flung 
to mba 
battered bombs. 
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And so I wound myself 
up he 
so tightly 

I could not be unraveled. 


Hid in the folds Fugitive acts 


of my flesh Rushing into love 

away from the knowledge a fugitive act 

that my heart e Embracing it wide armed 

had slowed its beating. full lipped. 

This easy 

It is the only way long legged 

I told myself . ‘ tattooed 

this crashing of bones and skin fingers laced 
this tidal wave of body 


& that breaks,oyer me in waves. 
am always keeppiiiy GEL above water. 
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feels uke your lips whispering kisses 

“and my ears arejfilled 

\s \B i Bound ofyjour prelth 
| . The earth below 
is your broad sun.face 

moving beneath mew 


+ an 8 WB eae ctl 


melting wax tears 
and broken white wings 
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Astory about a river Ihave loved: 
The Millicoma River 


words by Grace Pettygrove 
art by Brittany Osland 


You've probably 
never heard of the 
Millicoma River, let 
alone seen it, or stuck 
your toes in it. The 
Millicoma is a rela- 
tively minor river—a 
tributary of the Coos 
River, which flows into 
the Pacific through the 
Southwestern coast of 
Oregon. 

But, my god, it’s 
a beautiful, tumbling, 
pooling water-falling 
mess. 


‘The river is a culmination of every trickle and mud- 
slide that falls from the vertical slopes of the Southern 
Elliott Rainforest. There is nowhere for 90+ inches of an- 
nual rainfall to go but down. The Millicoma, nearly at sea 
level, cuts a deep valley through the Elliott that meanders 
mid summer, and torrents in January. The forest is a thick, 
steep wall of doug fir, sword fern, spruce, cedar, maple, 
and every kind of berry. 


‘The river is born from the forest . The forest is born 
from fire. The last major fire in this forest was in 1868, as 
the flames of “the Big Burn” crept through mile after mile 
of ancient trees, contained only by the Pacific Ocean. 


Based on the broader trend of fire in Oregon's coastal 
range during the 19" century, one could speculate that 
the fire was started intentionally by white settlers— 
sometimes “the Big Burn” is referred to as “the Coos 
Bay Settlers Fire.” Jerry Phillips, former Manager of the 
Elliott State Forest, theorizes from oral history that the 
fire started near Scottsburg, on the Umpqua River, where 
settlers were clearing land and burning slash piles. 


‘The State of Oregon purchased the Coos burn area in 
1930 to create the Elliott, Oregon's first state forest, know- 
ing that the charred land would someday become a great 
resource, By fire, the forest was saved. The Elliott Rainfor- 
est is a rare habitat for the now endangered birds and fish 
of the Oregon coastal range. The salmon and murrelet—a 
sea bird that nests in coastal old growth—are especially 
vulnerable as species dependent on our butchered coast 
line. 


Il. Colonization 


There is only one story that I can find from inside the 
forest during “the Big Burn.” A native man, called “Joe” in 
the history books, was living with his family on the upper 
Millicoma at the time of the fire. As the fire crept towards 
his home, he took his family to the river. It was early fall, 
so I imagine the water was just high enough to cover their 
backs as they lay in the gravel like spawning salmon. They 
stayed there as fire licked at the shore and gargantuan 
burning logs fell all around them. They were burned by 
the fire, but by the river they were saved. 


The Millicoma river was named after the Miluk lan- 
guage, a dialect of the Coos Indians who are indigenous 
to the Coos Bay area. So Miluk was most likely the lan- 
guage spoken by Joe (as white settlers refer to him in text) 
and his family, who lived on the banks of the Millicoma 


around the time that the Coos region—and Oregon as a 
whole—was pillaged by white European settlers. Annie 
Miner Peterson, the last fluent speaker of Miluk, died in 
1939. 


While Joe and his family were living in the Elliott 
Rainforest, then unowned and unnamed, white settlers 
were rooting out and relocating the native Coos Indians. 
In 1960, most of the indigenous people who had survived 
the various outbreaks of measles and small pox were 
forced into to a camp near Yachats, 75 miles North of 
Coos Bay. Hundreds of Coos people hiked North on the 
beach for five days. Displaced from their normal hunting, 
fishing and gathering grounds, residents at the Yachats 
reservation lived in poverty and near starvation. Confine- 
ment on the reservation lasted for 15 years, and in that 
time the population of its residents declined by 50 per- 
cent. 


Some escaped and found their way home, only to 
be hunted down by law enforcement and beaten for the 
crime of self sustenance. Reservation agents used the 
Millicoma to find those hidden in the wild, road-less 
depths of the rain forest, rowing against the current while 
scouring the shore. When the fire of 1868 came, only 
sixty or so Coos and Coquille Indians were left in the 
Coos Bay region. 


No one knows how many people died in the fire; any 
remaining inhabitants of the forest were likely hiding 
from the people who wrote history. Another theory on 
“the Big Burn,” which I know only from local anecdote, 
is that settlers started the fire to drive people like Joe out. 


I know very little about Joe. The anecdote about the 
fire and the river is a single paragraph in a history book- 
a 4th-hand anecdote, by my count. I don’t even know the 
name that was given to him by his own people. I don’t 
have any details about the family that was with him at 
the time of the fire. What did his children call him? What 
were their names? What hurt most: the heat, the fear, the 
loss? 


I know much more about the people who settled after 
fire: the Goulds. The Goulds journeyed into the wilderness, 
not to hide, but to seek adventure and homestead. George 
Gould, who grew up in California, brought his young fam- 
ily up to the wild country of Oregon, settling first on the 
Umpqua River. That was 1882, over a decade after the 


fire. 

George was somewhat of a wanderer, and he also loved 
to hunt elk. And so he wandered into to the mostly unin- 
habited, charred reaches of “the Big Burn.” The treacher- 
ous landscape entranced him. 


“Among the great waste of black logs and naked snags 
in the burned wilderness, deer, bear, and elk are numer- 
ous...” said Gould. The hunting party journeyed over the 
black hills to the West Fork of the Millicoma, which their 
guide told them was the best place to fish in the region. 


That was where George Gould decided to raise his 
family. 


I know the names of George’s children: Grace, Al- 
bert, Frances, Clarence, George, Georgia, Millie Lenora, 
Leonard Allen. I know how George and Hattie traveled 
on horseback in 1886, with all of their possessions and 
the six oldest children, to their new home. George Sr. put 
George Jr. and Georgia, then 3-year-old twins, in two oil 
cans slung over the back of Fan, “his most trusted horse.” 


The Goulds called their homestead “Elkhorn Ranch.” 
The early years were hard, but the family thrived. They 
shared the land with lyon, bear, beaver, mink, otter, 
pheasant, grouse, quail, elk, deer and marten. They kept 
bees that pollinated an abundant garden of strawber- 
ries, raspberries, logan berries, gooseberries, asparagus, 
and jerusalum artichokes. That planted plum, peach, and 
pear trees, and grafted varieties of apples with names like 
“bellflower” and “northern spy.” 


In the summer, the children wove hats out of wild rye 
and ran feral on the river. George and Hattie watched 
their children grow up and then leave, one by one, for 
bigger places, like Allegany and Coos Bay. Lonely, 
George and Hattie left the homestead and moved into 
town, but before they left, George wrote a tearful goodbye 
to his “dear old mountain home.” 


We are leaving dear old Elkhorn 
For the haunts of other men 
For the folks get tired and lonesome here alone 
But it grieves my heart to leave thee, 
Oh my dear old mountain home. 
What is there in this world that will atone? 
-George Gould, “Bonnie Elkhorn.” 1910 


IV. The Love of Place 


When George first arrived at Elkhorn, he met Joe. 
I don’t know how this interaction proceeded, only the 
result; Joe picked up and moved his family farther up the 
river, to a tributary that is now called “Joe’s Creek.” 


Over a century later, there is also a timber sale that 
carries his name: “Three Buck Joe.” The forester who 
named this sale most likely didn’t have the Coos man in 
mind when they drew up the boundaries, as it is common 
for timber sales to be named for the creek nearest. 


Three Buck Joe is between Joe’s Creek, where Joe 
moved in 1886, and Elkhorn Ranch—now a camping 
spot for friends and family of the Gould’s. The South side 
of the sale is remarkable in that it contains one of the 
only flat places in the valley. Here one can walk comfort- 
ably among the giant doug firs that grew back after the 
Big Burn. Hemlock, cedar, myrtle are coming up in the 
shadows. The forest floor is a garden of sword and deer 
fern, colored occasionally by the bright reds and oranges 
of coral mushrooms and vine maple. 


The Millicoma runs right through the center of Three 
Buck Joe, with a small buffer to protect any wildlife still 
persisting in the tormented watershed. 


“ODF [Oregon Department of Forestry] should be 
ashamed that there are no salmon in this river right now,” 
said the elk hunter, looking out at the swell of the river. 
The October rain drizzled through the canopy and col- 
lected in tiny droplets on his camo-print fleece. “I don’t 
mind them cutting up on the ridge, but down here..” 


I shivered a little bit, and pointed at the tree that my 
friend was climbing around in. She was searching for bird 
nests that might force the bureaucrats to cancel the sale. 
“Up on the ridge, the trees are this big too,” I said. 


“Is that so?” he said. “Well, I better take some pictures. 
Who knows if I'll ever see this place again.” 


In an odd way, the catastrophic fire that destroyed 
the forest in 1868 saved the forest from the certain de- 
mise of clear cut logging during the later 20" century. 
The last vestiges of intact forest outside of the Coos burn 
area were taken in the 90s, and after mostly converted 
to privately-owned, monoculture fir plantations. Some 


93,000 acres were left to grow back naturally from the 
burn, if only because the forest was, at the time, so young 
compared to all of the prime timber around it. 


And now, as much of the regrowth from the fire 
matures to old growth, the chainsaws are eating away at 
those 93,000 acres. 


I've spent a lot of time in the Elliott, hiking proposed 
timber sales and haphazardly trying to stop them. In the 
summer of 2011, I was arrested for tree sitting in the Elk- 
horn Ranch timber sale, which shares a boundary with 
the remaining five acres of the Gould’s original home- 
stead. 


‘The story about Joe, the one and only personal an- 
ecdote from inside the blaze, got stuck in my head. I 
thought about Joe when I got arrested. We lost the Elk- 
horn timber sale the day I was nabbed from my tree sit— 
and as the state police dragged me away I thought about 
how this cursed place was thrice conquered: by fire, by 
settler, by logger. 


Once I took a hard fall in the West Fork, while I was 
standing on a slippery rock and trying to take a better 
look at the chainsaws running up on the ridge above my 
friend’s house. I fell on my right middle finger, which 
I didn’t realize was broken until it grew back a funny 
shape. Icy rain fell on the Elliott in November. I had 
watched the vine maple leaves turn and fall, and I was 
still there, I could feel the cold throbbing in my bent fin- 
ger, and it made me think of Joe, It made me think of all 
the ways a river can heal or hurt. 


Only recently I got around to reading the Gould’s 
family history, much of which came directly from the di- 
ary entries of George Gould. Now they have also become 
animated, human characters in my story of the Milli- 
coma. 


I learned, for instance, that George’s youngest son, 
Leonard, died in the Millicoma. It was January of 1904. 
He was 13 years old and he fell in the swollen river when 
his boat flipped on his way home from school. 


“Len was found near Al Smith’s,” wrote George, a 
month later. 


Before I read about the Goulds, I made them the en- 
emy. I imagined them conquerers. During their time on 
the Millicoma, they were ranchers, loggers, and colonists. 


But I do appreciate the unconditional love the Goulds 
had for a seemingly unloveable landscape. Maybe George, 
Joe and I wouldn't agree about what it means to love a 
place, but we all made sacrifices for our attachment to the 
Millicoma (theirs much greater than mine). In those eery, 
black hills George saw beauty and sustenance. And so, as 
I continue to fight for the uncut Elliott, I try to imagine 
the crumbling, scalped hillsides retaken by staunch trees, 
the gravel logging roads run over by wild berries, and the 
silty river again full of salmon. Sometimes we heal. 


Sources: 

“The Gould’s of Elkhorn Ranch,” 1982 Aileen Barker 
Rickard 

published by Mrs. Edgar Rickard. 

“She’s Tricky Like Coyote.” Lionel Youst. 1997 Oklahoma 
Press. 
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Tlolding on to 
Flowers 


by Jed Walsh 


Today I’m carrying around a sprig of purple flowers in 
my backpack. Going on walks with my friend Mattilda 
has reminded me that there’s always time to stop and see 
the flowers, to stand underneath the tall trees and look 
up, wondering about the trees’ age—so today walking to 
the bus station in the rain I stopped to look at the purple 
flowers growing in some stranger's yard. 


On my walk after I had plucked the strand of purple 
flowers, it suddenly started to hail. I looked around at all 
the yards bordering the street and at the flowers growing 
so resolutely there, and I thought, “it hails on the flowers 

and yet they are not destroyed.” I felt triumphant and 
joyous. I wanted to skip. I brandished my purple flowers 
in the pouring hail like a wand, or a sword. 


Lately I've been thinking about the perpetual onslaught 
of aggression that trans and queer people face for our 
gender defiance. About the hostility and stares I receive 
in public restrooms; about the added suspicion and 
curity guards. My 
friends getting called “faggots” and “dykes” all our lives 
by people in cars, other students, passersby on the street. 


menacing I face from cops and s 


Despite it all I am persisting as a visibly trans-identified 
person in the world. I am growing taller and more 
radiant every day. I am insisting on carving out a space 
for my own life: insisting that I am the only one who 
will determine my name, sexuality, sense of style, trans* 
narrative. I have never been trapped in the wrong body 
and I could never hate my body. I love my long, lean, 
strong, sinewy body, my hips, my hands, my hair. I love 
being transgender. 


As part of my trans identity I am committing my life 

to projects of resistance. Resistance to the idea that 
everyone must fit into the categories of “men” and 
women”; resistance to a world where people are locked 
in cages; resistance to the pressure to settle for small 
dreams. Paying careful attention to the fragile but 
resilient flowers that thrive in my neighborhood reminds 
me of my own power, and that I will never hesitate to 
make my own claim to color, beauty, and flamboyance. 


Gault by Ghthra jayakumar 
I. I saw your book on a shelf in a bookshop ss 


yesterday. It was too high for me to reach. I did not wait for 
the bureaucracy of ladders, or the lavishness of step-stools; 
I grasped the precarious shelves with the tips of my fingers, & 
arched my back, and my muddy boots left the carpet one at a 
time. Higher, higher. 

Thave carried armfuls of this winter in with me, from the Sf 
freeze of the mauve, wet air outside. But I will make space for 
your book; I will hold it as best as I can. I run my little finger 
down its spine your spine its spine. Its sharp corners, like your 
elbows locked stubbornly in sleep. The rustle of its pages, like 
your eyelashes against my lips. Its cover, like the crumbling 
walls of your house, is an old, faded sea. So far from home, an « 
intimate land. A land I have measured in breaths, in fury, with 
the crescent moons of my nails. 

I will leave the book unread. I will leave it imagined, ina 
warm, crowded kitchen where you danced with words to see 
which one you liked best. I will look for it in that corner that 
we always left littered with politics and dirty dishes. I might 
find it at the very tip of one of a thousand empty refills of 
cheap plastic pens. I will taste it in the pods of pale golden 
elaichi that you bind tightly in cloth pouches and mail to me 
from a world very far away. I could peel it, like I do the stub- 
born rough skin of cold oranges I snatch from the fridge as I 
run to classes I am already terribly, terribly late to. I will sing 
it, as I write on the everyday violence of living, the everyday 
living of violence. 

I gather sheaves of crumpled paper to write to you, I sharpen 
pencils and I set out my watercolours, but only this, like 
Borges’ tiger, comes to mind: 

Dusk stains the windows and seeps in under the dg 
down, a pomegranate between us. 
On a dark, old wooden table, stained forever witlig 
conversation of knives. 
Aslow purple shadow pools around it. Outside, tl 
is ablaze, trees smoke and the ground rumbles. I 
gers slowly along the grooves onthe table. - 


Our hands meet around the fruit. LD 


“Gay Wjirage” 


I read the headline: “Hell Freezes Over As Glenn Beck Endorses Marriage Equality”. 


Beck states: “/marriage] is not about gays, it is not about homosexuals, it is not about any of them. It 
is about freedom and the reason why they have won is because they have made it about freedom! 


Fuck that: “freedom” for who? 
The “equality” in “marriage ‘equality’” 
is Beckian. 
ae 


I’ve heard the “Marriage Debates”: 
the “ ‘Gay Marriage’ Debates,” 
the “ “Marriage Equality’ De- 
bates”... 


Marriage: 
“The Solution.” 


I’ve thought: 

“there is no equality 
within a broken sys- 
tem”. 


Trans* people in 
prison: 
misgendered, 
caged, 

& 

brutalized. 


Policing: 

...of gender, 
...of race, 

...of queemess, 
...of borders, 
...0f lifestyle, 

...0f livelihood. .. 


confinement 


I’ve heard judgments about a couple’s di- 
vorce: 

what about individuals who are strong enough to leave 
a partner who is abusive? 


Is marriage love? 
Ts marriage the Solution? 
Insurance. Benefits. Security... 


Poverty. Sickness. Living month-to-month 
_ and working for a lifetime. 


Is marriage: 
anti-homophobic? 
anti-transphobic? 
anti-biphobic? 


ex Positive? 
eminist?/Empowering?/Queer? 


$ marriage... 
..A form of policing? 


...A true Necessity? 


arriage—this mirage—tethers liberation, stifles empowerment 
his mirage is not critical, 

‘his mirage does not recognize 
Confinement, 

Policing, 

and the dangers of conformity. .. 


“Gay Marriage,” this Mirage, 
reinSTATEs 
the danger of a ° 
controlling, 
confining, 

privileged, 
& 
dominating 
POWER. 


4 The Gay Mirage is about liberties for some, 


Jo not Justice... 


Gay Mirage is but a solution, 
it is not an Inspiration. .. 


... for Question! 
...for Struggle! 
...for Queerness! 
... for Change! 


*white-masculine-bearded-college-educated-employed-insured-able-bodied-aL MAB-genderqueer-pansexual-cissy- 


of Racial Segregation i in > Washington DC, 
ric Fischer, 20100 0 

d is White, Blue i is Black, Green is Asis, Orange is . 
and each dot is 25 si . 


E ANO/ TE ODIO BC 
VOK AL LLANOS 


La conocida “capital del mundo libre” como se le conoce aqui en cierto 
sentido me recuerda la escenografia de una opera . Pensemos en los trajes 
de los personajes, la decoracion, las lamparas de lagrimas la musica ( 
Recuerdan “El brindis” en la Traviata de Verdi?) Pero pensemos en que 
hay detras de la escenografia y de las cortinas de terciopelo burdeo, que se 
esconde detras de los artistas que reciben aplausos de un publico docto y 
entusiasta. Muchas veces tras ese bello espectaculo hay un teatro que con 
goteras en el techo, sucio, malos sueldos para el personal y ratones. 
Para las clase acomodadas de Washington es preferible ignorar esos “det- 
alles” y recluirse en las fortalezas de los suburbios de Virginia. Algo similar 
ocurre con DC. En cierto sentido me recuerda un rompecabezas en el cual se han perdido 
algunas piezas. Pensemos por ejemplo en el proceso de gentrificacion que se vive en el barrio en Columbia 
Heights, mas conocido como el “barrio latino de la capital.” La construccion de bellas torres de ladrillo y cristal 
y un enorme centro comercial han aumentado el valor de las viviendas y alquiler de estas. 

El que antes se consideraba el “barrio de los gangs” o “sirvientas” y “trabajadores de la construccion” y guerra 
de etnias latina y afro americana esta siendo invadido por profesionales jovenes bares y restaurantes a los que los 
originales habitantes de la zona no tienen acceso alguno. Incluso hay un blog llamado la “Nueva’ Columbia Heights 
que habla de propiedades y bares y restaurants nuevos que han venido a reemplazar a los antiguos restaurantes lati- 
Nos cuyos propietaritos nos pueden pagar los ahora altos alquileres que se les cobra.Nueva Columbia Heights? Enton- 
ces la otra es la vieja, la sucia. 

La poblacion mayoritariamente de El Salvador esta abandonando sus apartamentos pues las rentas han ido 
aumentado al punto que o deben irse o deben vivir hasta 11 personas en un departamento de dos dormitorios para 
compartir gastos como a este columnista le ha tocado ver. Ver tres personas durmiendo en la misma cama es algo que 
probablemente muchos Washingtonianos ignoran al igual que las diarias colas en los food banks y servicios sociales. 
Algunas familias no tienen dinero para pagar las cuentas basicas como la de la electricidad incluso si trabajan 50 
horas diarias por semana. Mientras las clases acomodadas se pelan los cupos por entrar universidades como George- 
town o Maryland, Columbia Heighs tiene un alto porcentaje de gente que no ha terminado la educacion elemental en 
sus paises de origen y no sabe leer 0 escribir en su propia lengua. Los nifios, nacidos muchos en los Estados Unidos 
tienen limitadas las puertas al sueiio americano y muchos dejan la escuela, las chicas se embarazan o prefieren el 
dinero facil. 

Tuve el privilegio de conocer a una sefiora del Salvador que nunca asistio a una escuela. Cuando tenia cinco 
afios su madre la forz6 a encargarse de cuidar a los animales y ya mas adelante a sus hermanitos menores. Muchos vi- 
ven con el temor de ser deportados y en todos los afios que han vivido en De nunca han salido del barrio. Ellos estan 
dormidos pero pese a ellos se ve el amor al trabajo y sobretodo a sus hijos. Mientras en el centro comercial la joven 
que los mismo que la joven que ignora al marginado opta por el amor al consumo que y en la “nueva” Columbia 
Heights trata de definir si prefiere comprar zapatos de tacon o sandalias y después se examina atentamente el trasero 
para decidirse comprar los los jeans negros lo los azules , los mas apretados. Me cuesta pensar en el amor en esta 
ciudad pero prefiero pensar que dentro de los corazones de muchos jovenes existe atin existe el amor al marginado, el 
amor a la justicia social el deseo y amor al cambio. Te odio pero también te amo DC!!! 
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Interview with 


Professor Chris Finley 


Chris Finley has a PhD in American Culture from the University of Michigan and works 
as a visiting professor at the University of Oregon. During her office hours I had the 
privilege of discussing with her the complications of sexuality, gender and coming of age. 


CW: So, where are you from? 
CF: I am from Colville, Washington. 


CW: How did your gender and sexuality affect your experi- 
ence growing up where you did? 


CF: Well, it’s interesting to me because I always did dress 
like a boy and I like to ride bikes, and jump off stuff and do 
really dare devil sledding. I also played soccer when none 
of the other girls played soccer, because I was always in 
these really small conservative towns. And then I always 
knew that I was a queer woman too at the same time. So it 
was very hard to grow up at that time in the 80’s and 90’s 
as a queer woman with no role models or knowing that 
that was really ok. It was in like 9th grade when we had to 
do research on something we found interesting, and I was 
interested in the women’s movement. I found all these 
women who were proud to be lesbians, and I was like, oh 
my gosh, I’m not a weirdo. I went to this conference in Eu- 
gene when I was in 10th grade. I came here and I learned 
about ACT UP [AIDS Coalition to Unleash Power]; I 

got ACT UP t-shirts. I got pink triangles, I was handing 
them out at school, at high school. I got my butt kicked for 
that, for being openly strange. There were no “out” queer 
people; you didn't do that. And I totally did that, and was 
politicized because of that. I would also fight with the mili- 
tary recruiters. I shaved my head when I was in 10th grade, 
which honestly was all about Sinead O'Conner. What's 
funny about me too, is that I became bisexual after I left 
high school. So I have the opposite coming out story that 
most people have. My family, they were not down with 
that. And really haven't been, but I guess they just get more 
used to it. They just don’t say anything, it’s just silence. 


T 


CW: So was it after high school that you 
started becoming more feminine? 


CF: It was after I left Colville. 

Which is really funny; it was iif 
so oppressive I was like, I just 

have to rebel against what's 

happening. I [used to wear] 

combat boots, I wore army 

gear, super baggy clothes 

and then I left there. I 

guess the older I get, the 

more I go towards fem. 


CW: Why is that do you 
think? 


CF: When I came out of 

mourning, I let my hair 

grow out. That’s our tra- 

dition. I was in mourn- 

ing for what's happened; 

for our people. And then 

I just decided that I can't 

be weighed down by that 

all the time. So I let my hair 

grow out again. And I decided 

that I was done being sad. I've 

given up the physical expression 

of that. So that’s kind of what hap- 

pened, I let my hair grow out. I also 

like dressing in men’s clothes too, so it’s 

a lot easier to do that when you have short 
hair, so I guess I've always liked to embody both 

of those faces. What is interesting to me as a high fem is 
that nobody knows that I am actually performing this 


gender role. And I think it’s really brave to go as a high 
fem as a professor because people don't take you serious- 
ly, and I decided I just wanted to challenge that. 


CW: So how do you deal with working in an academic insti- 
tution that is predominantly white male? 


CF: For me I am playing with these roles pretty heavily. 
Do they notice that? I don’t know. I know it comes across 
in 
my evaluations, in a negative way. People are like, 
she’s unprofessional. And because I dress high 
fem they are not ok with that; they expect 
a me to bea certain way. I don't want to 
go buy a professional wardrobe of all 
these boring clothes. I’m like too 
bad, I’m just going to wear what 
I have and see what happens. It 
actually started out of economic 
necessity. But then I decided to 
fully embrace it because that 
is what I do, cause it’s a per- 
formance right. Being in the 
class room is a performance, 
walking acrosscampus is a 
performance. My feminin- 
ity becomes a challenge. 


CW: How do you 

think other professors and 
students would respond to 
> you if you dressed butch? 


4 = CF: I think I would get more 
respect, but I think it could go 

both ways. Because there are 
those who react really negative- 

ly to me now, but if I was butch 

there might be others who would 

react really negatively to that. And 

let’s face it; I really couldn't be that 

butch. I mean you hear my voice; this is 

not a butch voice. I’ve tried to butch it up, 
Tused to smoke; it did not make it any deeper. 
I knew I would always be a more feminine butch; I 

could never be butch butch. 


CW: Have you ever had to hide your love away? 


CF: Oh yes! Definitely. Turns out that was the right thing 
to do. But sometimes it’s not. 


CW: What are some of things you do to take care of yourself 
after or during a break up or when you're just feeling shitty? 


CF: I have to meditate. I do physical exercise like 5 times 
a week. I just have to make sure I stick with my routines. 
I have to try to get enough sleep. And 16 days later [after 
a recent break up] I was talking to one of my friends and 
I was like, why do I still feel like shit? And she was like, 
why do you think you’ feel better in like 16 days? I was 
like, oh! You're so right. T'm just glad 
that a lot of people have had their hearts broken because 
then I know that I can get through it. Actually what really 
helped me this time was I watched Benjamin Button and 
just cried for two hours. That really helped me. And it’s an 
ongoing thing. I think you just have to keep moving. 


CW: Can you talk about co-writing your book, Queer Indig- 
enous Studies: Critical Interventions in Theory, Politics and 
Literature, and how that came about? 


CF: Oh! I really feel like that was a very special thing. I 
was really just at the end of my rope with academia, It was 
my third year of graduate school, and then all of a sudden 
I found my intellectual community at a Native American 
and Indigenous Studies conference. And the editors of 

my book and I were all on a panel together. Scott Mor- 
gensen, Brian Gilley we were all on this panel together 
about Queer Native Sexuality. And the panel was a huge 
success; there was a lot of love and support in the room. 
And after that Scott Morgensen was like we should write a 
book about his stuff, and the field has just totally taken off. 
It took us about three years to get the book together which 
is about average. And since then there has been all this 
amazing work in Native Studies about Queer Indigenous 
Theory. Needless to say, it saved me, to find support for 
the work I wanted to do. So I finished my PhD and I got to 
publish my book with those amazing people. Like I’ve said 
before, that Sovereign Erotics [a collection of Two-Spirit 
literature] book, I would have died to have that book when 
Iwas a teenager. I would have loved to learn that there 
were other queer Native people in the world and I was not 
alone, and I was not weird and I was not crazy. Well I was 
actually both of those things. But there were other's too. 
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~ Spouse Joust II - 


Gourmet kitty receiveth her spraying: 

a steamy matrix distinguished 

by breathing room extinguished, 

with palpitations in ovulations-- 

within clenches of blessed anguish. 
The mansword vibrates gyrates from angst ever so culyganely s 

in caco-silk spindled, honey-and-nut cocoon. _ 

Shivers escalte epidermals 

at the table of tension, intentional. 

Saucy renditions 

repeated on the hour. 

Respirations... Perspirations... 

Persistent gasps.. Sucking as 

» whilé flush With wild-eyed implosion. 


Vaginal secretions seep “ 

like secrets whispered ™ 

from ovaries to nipple ring, to seeking tongue, to 
succulent ear. Navels collide, stirring shadows, 
wildebeasts unleashed, 

fesity fesat-- the delving 

into carnivorous episode. 


An escapade to permeate recollection files. 
Inhibitions obsolete, carnal appetites, 
flesh-bites. Homo-erectus, 

hetero-genius stroke to no sleep. 


The Rhumba room + T-rex sex= 

Romps of seismic relations. 
Faces cringed 
sensual binge 


Eroticalibration 

sky-wheels turning, fight the yearning 

to blow an octave; to scrape the balackboard 
privacelebration 


Gourmet kitten screameth; 
Peachy cushion creameth; 
Gourmet kitty streameth at our zenith like nobody’s business... 

An angles that playboy envies 
Behind closed laires. In scared entrances, in trances of purrfect sanctity. 
Matrimonial wiles taken to the heights of wide explicit. 


Gurrl-Wonder exposed. Camera-phones flick. 
Even self-service at fingertips. 
“Ooooh-oui Mommy, knock yourself out... 


wait a minute, Labybug-- don’t hurt nobody;” 

Motions cyclonic, crushes exalted, - ey 

bomb as the chronic, fliting wiht exhaustion: : ral 
Hola Gata! Extended extentions pecking back u er = 


It! 
Takes! 
Two! 
2! 
Make! 


Right on cue with “Papi-Do,” 

Kind of like how lions do. 
Leopard Traxxx (tattoos) up-lifted thight. 
consumating till we cry. 

On the fourth, or fifth try... 
a single breath was shared 


witten by Jamie Cotten, a.kcaJah-vi/ 8.1.8. 
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by bunniluy 


I turned away from my partner’s bedroom confused and overwhelmed, working my way 
through the maze of hallways and offering an uncertain smile as I told myself: It’s fine. It’s fine. It’s fine. 

Hopping on my bike outside, I was vulnerable to the rain. The cars wouldn't care so much if 
my body were to be split open onto the pavement, and the potholes offered me no 
sympathy. But I had what those drivers could never know—they knew only 
of straight lanes and stop signs, driving between the lines and compet- 
ing to be front-of-the-line for the authoritarian lights. Stop. Go. Stay 
in line. I went as I pleased. My bike offered a moment of liberation 
and bliss that made me feel alive and satisfied. These moments 
fill my heart with joy. 

~ But this liberty means work. As with every step towards 
liberation, it means sacrifice. It means discomfort. Always, it 
is more rewarding with each step. 
— Its, Hts fine. 1 Tim okay. We agreed to this. I repeated this 
my whole way home. When I made it back to my own 
bedroom, I let the feelings hit. 

She is sleeping with another man. Why would she do this 
to me? I must not satisfy her, Maybe she doesn’t love me. She 
never wants me to come over again, or else she wouldn't sleep with 
him! 


The vulnerability of that moment outside of her room was 
immense. About to open her door, I thought twice and rather than 
bursting in as a pleasant surprise, I knocked. Now is not a good time, she 
said. Negotiating our vulnerable positions, I turned home. And here I sit. 
Asking these questions: Why would she do this to me? Why doesn't she love 
me? How could I make love to her knowing who else had known her body? 

Oh Yes. know. began to control my thoughts. Because we are both dating 
other people consensually, which has nothing to do with our love for one another, of which 
there is lots! And why would you think you have a right to her body? 


We started dating two years ago. It was great—we had lots of sex, and loved and cared 
for each other. However, I was still interested in being with other people, at and my partner was will- 
ing to try, if only reluctantly, For a while, being romantic with others was only an idea that we played 
with—cuddling and telling each other our crushes, attractions, and fantasies. We both tread lightly 
while playing with the simple idea that exclusivity is not what makes a relationship special. Towards 
what end we didn't truly know, but at every step we offered each other | honesty and wnloeetbliiyg We 
chiseled away at walls of a traditional relationship. Slowly. With fear. By 


Like any journey towards liberation, fear and pain arose. How could we the sanctity of 
er persoi oes polyamory 


the agate that we shared? What i one of us felt Le towards 


Even in these early stages, when we weren't kissing or sleeping with others, I loved the” 
openness of our relationship. The’simple admission, and my partner's acceptance, that I was 
tracted to other people felt so good. I no longer had to hide my desires with the fear that they were 

harmful to a person I loved so dearly. My pleasure no longer meant my partner's 
pain, nor did my partner's pleasure equate to my pain. We could behonest 
with each other in a deep way. Our relationship expanded from that of 
romantic partners into the joy of being best friends. 
Through the months, we had lots of trial and error. It 
hurt pretty badly sometimes. Some ideas and feelings are hard 
to unlearn-- like the idea of possessiveness/ownership in © 
romance and the myth of scarcity. I also had to unpack a Jot © 
of internalized patriarchy, which I didn’t realize Thad (but 
of course we all got some!). For example, I had to confront 
the idea that my partner's body was somehow ‘compromised, ° 
when she slept with someone else. At times, I also 
victim of undeserved harm. How could she do this to me?, I 
would ask myself. 

All these feelings were important and valid, but none 

of them could be excused as being, as some would call it, 
natural. Feelings of ownership, sexual (im)purity, and jealousy 
are products of our socialization in a culture that is rooted in 
individualism, patriarchy, and private property. While processing 
through some difficult moments of feeling hurt, I had to recognize 
which feelings were truly mine, and which have been imposed upon 
or taught to me through my social education. It is a lot to unpack, but 
getting down to one’s true feeling is liberating. Instead of believing my 
pain was caused by my partner (ex: She's such a slut, how could she do this to 
me?)I could instead recognize my deeper feelings, and tell my partner: J really 
wanted to spend time with you, and was sad that I couldn't. Next time I'll call before 
coming over, instead of assuming you are free. 


When love is not just about sex, time, or money, there is plenty to be shared. Hav- 
ing an open or polyamorous relationship(s) is beautiful and rewarding. But it takes work, anda 
willingness to confront some well-learned (and socially constructed) ideas. It starts with some 
honesty and openness, and it will only continue with those two things.* You can start small me 
asking your partner(s) if bey have any crushes—and be willing to share yours. 


Fy = \ ‘= 


Poly relationships ¢ e any number of | forms, and this is just one that is grounded ina 
committed heterosexual relationship. There are infinite variations of numbers, genders, sexuali- 
ties, and relationship non/hierarchies that will resul 1eaningful and beautiful relationships. 
Monogamy can also be satisfying. 

*If you are polyamorous and your partners don’t know it—you are not polyamorous; you 
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are just being an asshole. 22 


Solidarity 


‘Solidarity.’ That’s what you said to me as we stared into the blinding headlights of imperialism. Except your ‘r’s’ 


I can’t tell you how much it 
helped me to hear that single 
word as we stood there having 
a stare down with the state, 
our hands locked tightly to 
each other's. The cops hadn't 
arrived yet, and all we could do 
was stand our ground and hold 
our breath so that we didn’t 
drown in our own anticipation. 
The driver had stopped the 
truck just a few feet from us, 
and our bones were shaking 
from the rumbling engine— 
or was it the chill of the night? 


We had done it, I thought. 
For the next fifteen minutes 
we would be a wrench in the 
gears of the US. war machine. 
This truck that was carrying 
military equipment slated for 
deployment in Iraq, this beast 
of domination, would NOT 
arrive atits destination on time. 
You and I made sure of that. 


Of course I knew, as you did, 
that this single act of rebellion 
wouldn't really do shit towards 
making any real meaningful 
change. It was a statement. 
I'd spent the last year with 
increasingly boiling _ blood 
as I leaned more and more 
about the military industrial 
complex—not just about how 
it was operating in Iraq, but 
how it had already conquered 
much of the world. People 
everywhere were suffering 
because a few people with 
power perceived that they 
owned resources that just 
happened to find their way onto 
someone else’s land, and they 
had the military muscle to take 
them. And it was that word you 
said—‘solidarity’—that made 
me remember those suffering 


sound like ‘w’s’ so what I heard was, ‘solidawity.’ 


people. That's why we were standing there in the middle 
of an overpass at 2 o'clock in the morning blocking a truck 
that belonged to the United States military. We were 
saying ‘fuck you’ to imperialism, ‘fuck you’ to the police, 
‘from all the people that you're screwing over, fuck you’ 


And then your grip tightened suddenly and that sense of 
solidarity I was feeling quickly returned to the cold of the 
night. It returned to you and me. Those fifteen minutes had 
seemed like hours, and now we noticed in the reflection of the 
truck’s cab windows the red and blue lights of police cruisers. 


‘Solidawity’ You said it again. It strengthened my resolve. 
I began to take deep breaths because I was finding it more 
and more difficult to take in air But suddenly breathing 


didn’t matter anymore. Six 
cops surprised us from behind. 
A hand grabbed a huge chunk 
of my hair and was pulling 
my head back. Our hands 
were ripped apart. My feet 
were suddenly knocked from 
beneath me. I went down hard. 
My breath was gone. When 
1 opened my eyes I watched 
your jaw hit the pavement as 
the cops threw you down. Our 
arms were twisted behind us 
and used to keep us immobile. 
Solidarity. I kept saying it to 
myself to hold back the waves 
of fear. We were hoisted up 
and made to stand against the 
guardrail of the overpass. The 
people in cars passing under us 
on the freeway were watching. 


Solidarity. 1 looked over and 
saw that your chin was gushing 
blood. A tear was running down 
your cheek. Solidarity. And then 
that asshole cop strolled over to 
us and said that he didn’t like 
your tone. You weren't saying 
anything. His face was inches 
from yours, and you just kept 
staring straight ahead. ‘Why 
are you talking like that to me, 
boy?’ the cop asked you. ‘Why 
don’t you just keep talking and 
see what happens?’ That fucker 
He could have picked either of 
us to harass, and he chose the 
one of us who had brown skin. 
I wanted to throw him over 
the guardrail, but I couldn't 
imagine what you were feeling. 


We were thrown in the back of 
a police car You leaned your 
head against the plastic divider 
in front of us and closed your 
eyes. And just as I was thinking 
it, you said it. ‘Solidawity’ 


Hawthorn is for the Heart 


‘The heart is arguably the most important muscle of the entire human body. At around four 
weeks of age it begins to pump and it doesn’t stop until death. What is even more incred- 
ible is that the heart is also commonly considered to be the center of a person's thoughts, 
emotions, and love. 


Reminisce on some of these common sayings; take it to heart, a change of heart, they are 
cold hearted, put your heart into it, they are a good person at heart, keep this near your 
heart. These common heart-centered idioms embedded into our everyday speech remind 
us the reality that there is more to our heart than just a physical muscle. 


Everyone has experienced the beat of their heart change in relation to a shift in mood, or 
as something sad, or exciting has occurred to you. Do you recall that warm fuzzy feeling 
you get from being near a close friend, partner, or lover? ‘This is easily observable proof 
that the heart is deeply connected to things beyond just the physical realm. 


Modern day science highlights the significance of the heart in regards to our physical 
health, but unfortunately, the materialistic perspective offered by western science bypasses 
the connection of one’s physical health as also related to one’s own emotions and love. 


‘The term, broken heart, is most often used when someone's heart was not ready to be 
separated from that of another's, whether it be a partner or a family member. But why 
don't we hear that term used by doctors more often? If we are to be revolutionary, if we are 
to radically alter western society we need to reconsider our own relationship to our hearts 
and to love. 


‘The rose with its delicate flowers and sharp thorns is often depicted as a symbol of love. 
Like the rose, people often safeguard themselves, we put up barriers similar to thorns to 
prevent others from getting to close to us. However, when we open ourselves up to the 
world, like the blossoms of a rose we are capable of shining more brightly than ever. Not 
coincidentally a few members of the Rosaceae family can be used medicinally for the 
heart. 


A relative of the rose, the hawthorn tree, is a powerful heart medicine. There are native 
hawthorn trees to europe and north america. The berries are the parts most cherished by 
herbalists, however, the leaves and flowers are also medicinal. The hawthorn tree helps to 
open up the heart spiritually and to strengthen it physically. Safe to take as a tonic regu- 
larly, a tea or tincture of the berries will nourish, tone, and help the heart and the entire 
circulatory system. Hawthorn is considered to be an adaptogenic herb, meaning the plant 
helps your body adapt to stress. Perhaps you need to protect or strengthen your heart more 
or perhaps you need to open yourself up to others more, either way hawthorn will help. 
Whether you are experiencing emotional grief, stress, anxiety, depression, high or low 
blood pressure, hawthorn will share their love with you and help you heal. 


‘Try a decoction or tincture of the hawthorn berry. A decoction is a type of tea for hard 
plant parts like roots or dried berries. I recommend using a ratio of at least 1 tablespoon of 
herb to 1 cup water, bring this to a boil and simmer for 15-25 minutes. Once you've made 
your tea, try sitting with it for a while before you drink, be patient and think of the loving 
life force within yourself and that of the hawthorn tree which you are about to feel. 
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A Libevatory Treatise: 


On Love 


Zizek asks us to define what we mean by the con- 

cepts we employ. Today that means not the meta- 

physical understanding of why do we need love, but 
what do we mean when we say love? 


There are many definitions of love- in 
fact, the Greeks define love in four 
ways! 1)The more eternal love, 2) the 
romantic love, which is akin to in- 
fatuation, 3) the brotherly love, love of 
community, or love of all things, 4) and 
finally, the love between children and 
parents. As the Greeks demonstrate, 
there are ways to subdivide the mean- 
ing of love and, perhaps, depths of 
passion. At different times each of these 
may hold different depths, overlap, or 
coincide. Perhaps the efforts of dif- 
ferentiation lead us back the central 
notion of love, as a universal phrase. 


Perhaps in ‘American English’ we use 
just one word for love, because we 
believe all of the Greek notions to be 
intertwined by what makes up love. 
Love may be the culmination of care, 
concern, nurturing, passion, and vul- 
nerability- perhaps some other phrases 
are in there too, which are difficult to 
define. For love to be present, there 
must be an object at which to direct 

it, something to consume, envelop, or 
with which to join. An object could be 
a physical thing, or an idea. 


But the ‘English’ idea of love in the US 
is a colonial construct which benefits 
from the saturation of others’ love. All 
the things which make up stereotypical 
love are depicted in media and given 
artificial representation and, as such, 
are subject to manipulation by patri- 
archal constructs. The idea of relations 
to physical objects is colonial, because 
so much of the physical world is mass 
produced in factories, where things of 


by Cims Gillespie 


our world are often 
created by the de- 
struction of other 
people's lives. Take 
the valentine’s day 
flowers, or chocolates, 
or teddy bears, or 
heart-shaped pil- 
lows: where do these 
come from, is their 
construction an act 
of love? Are any of 
the clothes, food, or 
physical things in this 
world really a labor 
of love, or are they 
just a mimic of love, 
produced by suffer- 
ing in sweatshops and 
destruction of the 
world? Sometimes, physical objects are 
indeed creations of love- there are co- 
ops, collectives, and worker-run spaces. 


What of the love of space and com- 
munity? Rev. Phd. King Jr. writes of the 
‘Beloved community, a love of space 
and the idea of a morally guided fu- 
ture, which is one of liberation; “The 
kingdom of heaven is neither the thesis 
of private property, nor the antithesis 
of collectivism, but a synthesis of the 
two” (Paraphrased from ‘Stride Towards 
Freedom). The creation of commu- 

nity is defined by artificial spaces, with 
high rent - like child care and elder 

care centers, while gathering places like 
work spaces and parks are manicured 
to represent constructed ideas of com- 
munities. When planners destroy such 
spaces in neighborhoods with people of 
color, or design them in a white image of 


community, this is a structural racism. 
The very notions of love, what that looks 
like, where that comes from and how it 
occurs is often artificial, and colonial. 


I believe love can exist, in earnest and 
with honesty. Love, for me, is a sense 
of struggle, solidarity and the fight for 
justice. We can define that within and 
between our communities, by defining 
our space and place on our terms, by 
building community in our neighbor- 
hoods. Within our communities we can 
listen to each other, care for one another, 
and fight oppression together. By creat- 
ing lived solidarity and listening. In this 
struggle I find all the Greek definitions 
of love, passion, enduring work together, 
love of space and togetherness, anda 
tender intergenerational care. 

Yes, love is real when we look 
for it. When we create it with shared 
intentions. 
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RAISING 
THE 
REVOLUTION 


BY THOMAS WALKER 


Mirranda Willette is a single mama, a poet, a gardener, 
and a graduate student at the University of Oregon in the 
Sociology department. Her son, Liam, is six years old. He is 
good at Uno, making you believe that he is reading about the 
intersections of gender and race (like his mother), and spotting 
invisible people. 

Jason Gonzalez is an activist and parent. He and his 
partner are raising two rascals, Ayana and Oli, who can be 
found standing up to timber barons, corrupt politicians, and 
fighting for justice. 


Too often parents like Mirranda and Jason are left 
behind in social and environmental justice movements. In the 
introduction of “Don't Leave Your Friends Behind-Concrete 
Ways to Support Families in Social Justice Movements and 
Communities” the authors warn, “despite its rhetoric of creating 
works based on solidarity and mutual aid, anarchist and radical 
movements mimic, to a degree, the greater society’s unreason- 
able expectations of parents, especially mothers, and children.” 
As with any other social barrier to our movements, we need 
to actively create space and opportunity for new voices to be 
heard. Unless we are proactively addressing the needs of parents 
and kids, our social movements will not only be incomplete and 
less democratic, they will be less fun. 


For Mirranda, activism hasn't been something she can 
engage with in the traditional way. Growing up in poverty and 
struggling through grad school to get out of it, Mirranda is 
catight somewhere between her own hopes and her hopes for 
Liam. “I want to be a farmer. I really want to bea poet. I want 
to grow my own food. I want to paint. But what I have 
to do, to give Liam opportunities, is to go through those 
loops. I don't want to have to him support me. I don’t 
want to be a burden on him.” 

But while Mirranda isn't engaging in the activism 
of marching in the streets or going to lots of meetings. 
She is engaging on a different level. “I think that it's 
really hard for mothers to come together. So that 
anytime single mothers come together, it's a form 
of activism in itself” She exchanges childcare 
with her neighbor, but hasn't found a space in 
either the University or the Whitaker community 
that supports her needs as a parents. It’s not that 
it's not there, she says, just that she hasn't connected 

to it. “I've kind of isolated myself, but I think it’s 
socially isolating as well” 


“[Kids] are trying hard to understand and want to be 
a part of the community,’ explained Jason. At meetings, they 
want to be engaged and to have a sense of belonging. Jason 
finds this support when he does activism with Cascadia Forest 
Defenders. No one in the group is going to roll their eyes at Oli 
when he proposes to put up ziplines in the forest; rather, the 
group encourages the kids’ input, even when it isn’t necessarily 
relevant. 

But kids, like their parents, have real limitations. As 
with any youth activity, activism needs to be crafted to be age- 
appropriate. For example, Liam really wants to read Marx, but 
at six years old that’s just not possible--there are other ways for 
kids to be activists. “I think [we need to be] giving them a way 
to feel involved, and that they have power, and feel that it is 
important to be involved, rather than ‘mom's doing this’ or ‘the 
family is doing this” says Mirranda. Rather than giving kids 
Lincoln Logs, we can help kids paint signs and learn songs of 
resistance. We could even be planning a conference for, and 
with, them. Most importantly, we can challenge kids to be criti- 
cal thinkers, and question their assumptions. 


Mirranda encourages her son to question his assump- 
tions, challenge expectations, and, most importantly, to resist 
authority-- “which is really difficult being his only authority.” 
Liam is challenged to look beyond the superficial. When he 
says he likes the Ducks, Mirranda points out that the coach is 
making hundreds of thousands of dol- 
lars, while other people are going 
hungry. And when Liam has to 
negotiate the obscure gender roles 
of imposed upon him by society 
and other children, Mirranda does 
her best to support him. “I want 
him to be happy with who he is. 
And that’s hard, because he is 
so vast, and the world wants 
him to be so narrow.” 


Concrete Things 
ou Can Do to Support 
Parents and 
Children in Your Scene: 


Suggestions Brainst ormed at La Rivolta!, an Anarcha 
Feminist Conference in Boston, 2006 
Printed in “Don't Leave Your Friends Behind” 


Give children attention. Say something to them. Just 
be your true self, whatever you are thinking, they are open 
to that. Children act better when they get attention. At the 
beginning of a meeting, if a group gives the children some at- 
tention, they are often happier and better behaved for the rest 
of the meeting. 


Develope childcare as an ongoing relationship with a 
child. It takes some time to get to know a child before they 
are comfortable with you away from their parents. 


Offer a slot of time to spend time with a child on a 
weekly basis. 


Include children in the planning of any activity. 


Doing something child-friendly? Ask a kid if they 
want to come along. Children can benefit from being part of 
activities their parent's don't do and parents can benefit from 

the time to themselves. 


Ifa baby is crying and needs to be held, and the parent 
has their hands busy, offer to hold the baby. 


Ifa child is making a disturbance, offer to go outside 
with the kid so the parent doesn't have to leave the event. 


Meet parents at their level. Visit them at home or 
wherever their spaces are. 
Let parents talk about being parents. 


Acknowlege children. Don't treat them as if they are 
invisible. 


At meetings and events that we wish to make child- 
friendly, announce that we are okay with children making 
noise, that we can talk over them, and that we value mothers 
and children sticking around. This announcement can help 
put mothers at ease. 


Gives parents and children a smile! 


The Importance of the Intention 
of Love in Today’s Society $0, YOU WANT 
By Will Bland 
There are so many problems with today’s world that it is hard to keep track TQ BE AN 
of them all let alone work to change them. Hunger, poverty, destruction of the 
environment, war, and the list goes on. All of these problems are huge, real, and 
destructive, yet also interconnected. Dealing with them takes extreme amounts of INSURGENT q 
organization, time, and effort. There are also very small ‘problems’ that we encoun- a 
ter in our everyday lives including things like being late for work, failing a test or a 
class, not having enough money for something, etc. Although these problems are are a publication at the University of 
small and not that important they still affect many people. We produce magazines, newsletters, 
In facing both of these types of problems (or ‘problems’) we should always ff Other forms of news and educational 
keep love at the forefront of our intentions. What do I mean by this? Well, we all nl 
have problems and all problems influence other people and other problems in 
some way. Everyone you know has problems in their lives and some are much larg- 
er than others but all of our problems can and most likely will affect us in a nega- 
tive way. More often than not our idea of a ‘problem’ in our everyday lives is some- in which all particinants get to ti 
thing negative as opposed to the idea of an obstacle which connotes something to say. We are unionized with the industria 
move past in order to make progress through personal strength and will power. We [iiRiRagiaia Mri 
share all of these problems; big and small. People who are aggravated about their 
own problems will give off a negative presence and affect others negatively. People 
might cause each other problems and get angry with each other, creating perpetual #G0@@m artist, writer, designer, or jt 
negativity. This is not the way to go about our social interactions or our problems.  |WaNUMUSEO Wat WE Te anol, Visibis att 
ty " che try to pra that we aie oe re bs: je tet Center (in the EMU), call ws, e-mail 
ing we do is interconnected. Strangers, families, friends, and mentors are al 
part of and influence our lives as much as we influence theirs. Everything influ- OT contact ws however you please, 
ences everything else; everything is a cause and effect relationship. We should try 
to always see how we affect other people and other things and strive to live with f you are incarcerated, your submissions 
the intention of love and compassion. Why? Because we all know what it is like poetry, and art, are welcome! We lo 
to have problems and feel bad or suffer to some degree. Having the intention of hear from you. if you are seeking @ nenal 
love can spread positivity in other people's lives while helping end shared negativ- ase let us know if we can print your 
ity and suffering. Problems don’t seem so much as problems anymore when dealt = 
with love, compassion, and awareness of all dynamics in a situation. You can easier ME publication. We don’t want to assume 
see why they arise and continue, and with love you can resolve them or stop them 
from happening in the first place. Practicing and compassionate and loving inten- , the Student Insurgent is provided 1 
tion can also help you easier see that you are just an extension of a larger group 
which is bound only by love and suffering and while there always seems to be so charge tor University of Gregon stuients 
much suffering and so many problems in our world, there does not ever seem to aculty, and al incarcerated neon. 
be nearly enough love! Creating an intention of love is an important influence on 
everyone and everything whether you see immediate results or whether you plant Otherwise, submissions are $15/vear. 
seeds for someone or something else's future. Too top it all off, by treating others 
with love you will be happier as well! Yes it is as simple as that. Creating intentions Sharing is caring 
of love and compassion will make your own life more positive. So next time you 
are trying to resolve a conflict, working towards ending a problem, or really doing 


anything at all, do it with the intention of love and compassion for the well-being 
of others, yourself, and the world of interconnected action. 


Contact: 
Student insurgent 
EMU Suite One, University of Oregon 
Euyene, OR $7403-122 


541-246-3716 
studeninsuryent@ymail.com 
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TAKE BACK 
ontprt 2, trinity of meni T EL NIGHT 


and community members convened at the 
EMU Ampitheater for the 34th annual Take Back the Night, an event held internationally in 
support of victims and survivors of sexual assault. The event, consisting of a rally, march, and 
speak out, seeks to end sexual violence in the community. The event was hosted by the ASUO 
Women’s Center along with the Lane County Sexual Support Service. 
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Join the Student Insurgent! Stipend positions available. 
For more information, check out our blog: 
uoinsurgent.blogspot.com 


